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Introduction





It has never been easy to settle Shakespeare into the succession of poets in English. According to most anthologies, he wrote only sonnets and songs for his plays. The reasons for this reluctance of anthologists to break into the sacred precincts of his drama and start looting portable chunks from the holy structures would make a curious chapter in the history of England’s attitudes to its national hero.


Yet when the great speeches of his plays are taken out of context they are no more difficult to understand and appropriate than poems by other great poets. In many cases they are very much easier. Is it more difficult to pick up, and make part of one’s mental furnishings, the following:






To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,


Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,


To the last syllable of recorded time;


And all our yesterdays have lighted fools


The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!


Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player


That struts and frets his hour upon the stage


And then is heard no more; it is a tale


Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,


Signifying nothing.


                             (Macbeth, v.v. Macbeth)








than it is to come to terms with Yeats’s ‘Death’:






Nor dread nor hope attend


A dying animal;


A man awaits his end


Dreading and hoping all; 


Many times he died,


Many times rose again.


A great man in his pride


Confronting murderous men


Casts derision upon


Supersession of breath;


He knows death to the bone –


Man has created death.








or with Eliot’s:






Phlebas the Phoenician, a fortnight dead,


Forgot the cry of gulls, and the deep sea swell


And the profit and loss.


                                    A current under sea


Picked his bones in whispers. As he rose and fell


He passed the stages of his age and youth


Entering the whirlpool.


                                    Gentile or Jew


O you who turn the wheel and look to windward,


Consider Phlebas, who was once handsome and tall as you.


                                   (‘The Waste Land’, IV)








In fact, if one specifies that ‘To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow’ is spoken by Macbeth as he faces the leafy army that will put an end to his spellbound, murderous career (having just heard that his wife, who prompted the course of action that converted him from the King’s loyal champion to a regicidal tyrant, has died), it actually limits the use of the passage for a reader. Its relevance is then confined to Macbeth’s unique predicament in a sacrosanct, old-fashioned play, rather than applied generally to the reader’s own immediate plight, as an ephemeral creature, facing the abyss, on a spinning ball of self-delusion.


Obviously, by reading the passage out of context, one is missing the great imaginative experience of the drama – but one is missing that anyway. The speech on its own is something else, read in less than a minute, learned in less than five, still wonderful, and a pure bonus. 


Accordingly, I have collected here a wide range of speeches (from all the plays except two or three) that seem to me self-sufficient outside their dramatic context and capable of striking up a life of their own in the general experience of the reader. In among, I have distributed many of the sonnets and songs.
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Now the hungry lion roars,


    And the wolf behowls the moon;


Whilst the heavy ploughman snores,


    All with weary task fordone,


Now the wasted brands do glow,


    Whilst the screech-owl, screeching loud,


Puts the wretch that lies in woe


    In remembrance of a shroud.


Now it is the time of night


    That the graves, all gaping wide,


Every one lets forth his sprite,


    In the church-way paths to glide:


And we fairies, that do run


    By the triple Hecate’s team,


From the presence of the sun,


    Following darkness like a dream,


Now are frolic; not a mouse


Shall disturb this hallow’d house;


I am sent with broom before,


To sweep the dust behind the door.
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Music to hear, why hear’st thou music sadly?


Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy:


Why lov’st thou that which thou receiv’st not gladly,


Or else receiv’st with pleasure thine annoy?


If the true concord of well-tuned sounds,


By unions married, do offend thine ear,


They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds 


In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.


Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,


Strikes each in each by mutual ordering;


Resembling sire and child and happy mother,


Who, all in one, one pleasing note do sing:


   Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one,


   Sings this to thee: ‘Thou single wilt prove none.’
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Well, say there is no kingdom then for Richard;


What other pleasures can the world afford?


I’ll make my heaven in a lady’s lap,


And deck my body in gay ornaments,


And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks.


O miserable thought! and more unlikely


Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns.


Why, love forswore me in my mother’s womb:


And, for I should not deal in her soft laws,


She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe,


To shrink mine arm up like a wither’d shrub;


To make an envious mountain on my back,


Where sits deformity to mock my body;


To shape my legs of an unequal size;


To disproportion me in every part,


Like to a chaos, or an unlick’d bear-whelp


That carries no impression like the dam.


And am I then a man to be belov’d?


O monstrous fault! to harbour such a thought.


Then, since this earth affords no joy to me


But to command, to check, to o’erbear such


As are of better person than myself,


I’ll make my heaven to dream upon the crown;


And, whiles I live, to account this world but hell,


Until my mis-shap’d trunk that bears this head 


Be round impaled with a glorious crown.


And yet I know not how to get the crown,


For many lives stand between me and home:


And I, like one lost in a thorny wood,


That rents the thorns and is rent with the thorns,


Seeking a way and straying from the way;


Not knowing how to find the open air,


But toiling desperately to find it out,


Torment myself to catch the English crown:


And from that torment I will free myself,


Or hew my way out with a bloody axe.


Why, I can smile, and murder while I smile,


And cry, ‘Content,’ to that which grieves my heart,


And wet my cheeks with artificial tears,


And frame my face to all occasions.


I’ll drown more sailors than the mermaid shall;


I’ll slay more gazers than the basilisk;


I’ll play the orator as well as Nestor,


Deceive more slily than Ulysses could,


And, like a Sinon, take another Troy.


I can add colours to the chameleon,


Change shapes with Proteus for advantages,


And set the murd’rous Machiavel to school.


Can I do this, and cannot get a crown?


Tut! were it further off, I’ll pluck it down.
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Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye


And all my soul and all my every part;


And for this sin there is no remedy,


It is so grounded inward in my heart.


Methinks no face so gracious is as mine,


No shape so true, no truth of such account;


And for myself mine own worth do define, 


As I all other in all worths surmount.


But when my glass shows me myself indeed,


Beated and chopp’d with tann’d antiquity,


Mine own self-love quite contrary I read;


Self so self-loving were iniquity.


   ’Tis thee, myself, – that for myself I praise,


   Painting my age with beauty of thy days.
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But, soft! what light through yonder window breaks?


It is the east, and Juliet is the sun!


Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon,


Who is already sick and pale with grief,


That thou her maid art far more fair than she:


Be not her maid, since she is envious;


Her vestal livery is but sick and green,


And none but fools do wear it; cast it off.


It is my lady; O! it is my love:


O! that she knew she were.


She speaks, yet she says nothing: what of that?


Her eye discourses; I will answer it.


I am too bold, ’tis not to me she speaks:


Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven,


Having some business, do entreat her eyes


To twinkle in their spheres till they return.


What if her eyes were there, they in her head?


The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars


As daylight doth a lamp; her eyes in heaven


Would through the airy region stream so bright


That birds would sing and think it were not night.


See! how she leans her cheek upon her hand:


O! that I were a glove upon that hand,


That I might touch that cheek.
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Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?


Thou art more lovely and more temperate:


Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,


And summer’s lease hath all too short a date:


Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,


And often is his gold complexion dimm’d:


And every fair from fair sometime declines,


By chance, or nature’s changing course untrimm’d;


But thy eternal summer shall not fade,


Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st,


Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his shade,


When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st;


   So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see,


   So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.
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I do affect the very ground, which is base, where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, which is basest, doth tread. I shall be forsworn, – which is a great argument of falsehood, – if I love. And how can that be true love which is falsely attempted? Love is a familiar; Love is a devil: there is no evil angel but Love. Yet was Samson so tempted, and he had an excellent strength; yet was Solomon so seduced, and he had a very good wit. Cupid’s butt-shaft is too hard for Hercules’ club, and therefore too much odds for a Spaniard’s rapier. The first and second clause will not serve my turn; the passado he respects not, the duello he regards not: his disgrace is to be called boy, but his glory is, to subdue men. Adieu, valour! rust, rapier! be still, drum! for your manager is in love; yea, he loveth. Assist me some extemporal god of rime, for I am sure I shall turn sonneter. Devise, wit; write, pen; for I am for whole volumes in folio.
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Let me not to the marriage of true minds


Admit impediments. Love is not love


Which alters when it alteration finds,


Or bends with the remover to remove:


O, no! it is an ever-fixed mark,


That looks on tempests and is never shaken;


It is the star to every wandering bark,


Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken.


Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks


Within his bending sickle’s compass come;


Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,


But bears it out even to the edge of doom.


   If this be error, and upon me prov’d,


   I never writ, nor no man ever lov’d.
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Thy life did manifest thou lov’dst me not,


And thou wilt have me die assur’d of it.


Thou hid’st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts,


Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart,


To stab at half an hour of my life.


What! canst thou not forbear me half an hour?


Then get thee gone and dig my grave thyself,


And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear


That thou art crowned, not that I am dead.


Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse


Be drops of balm to sanctify thy head:


Only compound me with forgotten dust;


Give that which gave thee life unto the worms.


Pluck down my officers, break my decrees;


For now a time is come to mock at form.


Harry the Fifth is crown’d! Up, vanity! 


Down, royal state! all you sage counsellors, hence!


And to the English court assemble now,


From every region, apes of idleness!


Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum:


Have you a ruffian that will swear, drink, dance,


Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit


The oldest sins the newest kind of ways?


Be happy, he will trouble you no more;


England shall double gild his treble guilt.


England shall give him office, honour, might;


For the fifth Harry from curb’d licence plucks


The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog


Shall flesh his tooth in every innocent.


O my poor kingdom! sick with civil blows,


When that my care could not withhold thy riots,


What wilt thou do when riot is thy care?


O! thou wilt be a wilderness again,


Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants.
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When I do count the clock that tells the time,


And see the brave day sunk in hideous night;


When I behold the violet past prime,


And sable curls, all silver’d o’er with white;


When lofty trees I see barren of leaves,


Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,


And summer’s green all girded up in sheaves,


Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard,


Then of thy beauty do I question make,


That thou among the wastes of time must go,


Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake


And die as fast as they see others grow;


   And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make defence


   Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee hence.
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— Swearest thou, ungracious boy? henceforth ne’er look on me. Thou art violently carried away from grace: there is a devil haunts thee in the likeness of a fat old man; a tun of man is thy companion. Why dost thou converse with that trunk of humours, that bolting-hutch of beastliness, that swoln parcel of dropsies, that huge bombard of sack, that stuffed cloakbag of guts, that roasted Manningtree ox with the pudding in his belly, that reverend vice, that grey iniquity, that father ruffian, that vanity in years? Wherein is he good but to taste sack and drink it? wherein neat and cleanly but to carve a capon and eat it? wherein cunning but in craft? wherein crafty but in villany? wherein villanous but in all things? wherein worthy but in nothing?


— I would your Grace would take me with you: whom means your Grace?


— That villanous abominable misleader of youth, Falstaff, that old white-bearded Satan.


— My lord, the man I know.


— I know thou dost.


— But to say I know more harm in him than in myself were to say more than I know. That he is old, the more the pity, his white hairs do witness it; but that he is, saving your reverence, a whoremaster, that I utterly deny. If sack and sugar be a fault, God help the wicked! If to be old and merry be a sin, then many an old host that I know is damned: if to be fat be to be hated, then Pharaoh’s lean kine are to be loved. No, my good lord; banish Peto, banish Bardolph, banish Poins; but for sweet Jack Falstaff, kind Jack Falstaff, true Jack Falstaff, valiant Jack Falstaff, and therefore more valiant, being, as he is, old Jack Falstaff, banish not him thy Harry’s company: banish not him thy Harry’s company: banish plump Jack, and banish all the world.


— I do, I will.
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When I have seen by Time’s fell hand defac’d


The rich-proud cost of outworn buried age;


When sometime lofty towers I see down-raz’d,


And brass eternal slave to mortal rage;


When I have seen the hungry ocean gain


Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,


And the firm soil win of the watery main,


Increasing store with loss, and loss with store;


When I have seen such interchange of state,


Or state itself confounded to decay;


Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate –


That Time will come and take my love away.


   This thought is as a death, which cannot choose


   But weep to have that which it fears to lose.
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‘Guilty thou art of murder and of theft,


Guilty of perjury and subornation,


Guilty of treason, forgery, and shift,


Guilty of incest, that abomination;


An accessary by thine inclination


   To all sins past, and all that are to come,


   From the creation to the general doom.







‘Mis-shapen Time, copesmate of ugly Night,


Swift subtle post, carrier of grisly care,


Eater of youth, false slave to false delight,


Base watch of woes, sin’s pack-horse, virtue’s snare;


Thou nursest all, and murderest all that are;


   O! hear me, then, injurious, shifting Time,


   Be guilty of my death, since of my crime. 







‘Why hath thy servant, Opportunity,


Betray’d the hours thou gav’st me to repose?


Cancell’d my fortunes, and enchained me


To endless date of never-ending woes?


Time’s office is to fine the hate of foes;


   To eat up errors by opinion bred,


   Not spend the dowry of a lawful bed.







‘Time’s glory is to calm contending kings,


To unmask falsehood and bring truth to light,


To stamp the seal of time in aged things,


To wake the morn and sentinel the night,


To wrong the wronger till he render right,


   To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours,


   And smear with dust their glittering golden towers;







‘To fill with worm-holes stately monuments,


To feed oblivion with decay of things,


To blot old books and alter their contents,


To pluck the quills from ancient ravens’ wings,


To dry the old oak’s sap and cherish springs,


   To spoil antiquities of hammer’d steel,


   And turn the giddy round of Fortune’s wheel;







‘To show the beldam daughters of her daughter,


To make the child a man, the man a child,


To slay the tiger that doth live by slaughter,


To tame the unicorn and lion wild,


To mock the subtle, in themselves beguil’d,


   To cheer the ploughman with increaseful crops,


   And waste huge stones with little water-drops.







‘Why work’st thou mischief in thy pilgrimage,


Unless thou couldst return to make amends?


One poor retiring minute in an age


Would purchase thee a thousand thousand friends, 


Lending him wit that to bad debtors lends:


   O! this dread night, wouldst thou one hour come back,


   I could prevent this storm and shun thy wrack.







‘Thou ceaseless lackey to eternity,


With some mischance cross Tarquin in his flight:


Devise extremes beyond extremity,


To make him curse this cursed crimeful night:


Let ghastly shadows his lewd eyes affright,


   And the dire thought of his committed evil


   Shape every bush a hideous shapeless devil.







‘Disturb his hours of rest with restless trances,


Afflict him in his bed with bedrid groans;


Let there bechance him pitiful mischances


To make him moan, but pity not his moans;


Stone him with harden’d hearts, harder than stones;


   And let mild women to him lose their mildness.


   Wilder to him than tigers in their wildness.







‘Let him have time to tear his curled hair,


Let him have time against himself to rave,


Let him have time of Time’s help to despair,


Let him have time to live a loathed slave,


Let him have time a beggar’s orts to crave,


   And time to see one that by alms doth live


   Disdain to him disdained scraps to give.







‘Let him have time to see his friends his foes,


And merry fools to mock at him resort;


Let him have time to mark how slow time goes


In time of sorrow, and how swift and short


His time of folly and his time of sport;


   And ever let his unrecalling crime


   Have time to wail the abusing of his time. 







‘O Time! thou tutor both to good and bad,


Teach me to curse him that thou taught’st this ill;


At his own shadow let the thief run mad,


Himself himself seek every hour to kill:


Such wretched hands such wretched blood should spill;


   For who so base would such an office have


   As slanderous deathsman to so base a slave?







‘The baser is he, coming from a king,


To shame his hope with deeds degenerate:


The mightier man, the mightier is the thing


That makes him honour’d, or begets him hate;


For greatest scandal waits on greatest state.


   The moon being clouded presently is miss’d,


   But little stars may hide them when they list.







‘The crow may bathe his coal-black wings in mire,


And unperceiv’d fly with the filth away;


But if the like the snow-white swan desire,


The stain upon his silver down will stay.


Poor grooms are sightless night, kings glorious day.


   Gnats are unnoted wheresoe’er they fly,


   But eagles gaz’d upon with every eye.







‘Out, idle words! servants to shallow fools,


Unprofitable sounds, weak arbitrators!


Busy yourselves in skill-contending schools;


Debate where leisure serves with dull debaters;


To trembling clients be you mediators:


   For me, I force not argument a straw,


   Since that my case is past the help of law.
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Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore,


So do our minutes hasten to their end;


Each changing place with that which goes before,


In sequent toil all forwards do contend.


Nativity, once in the main of light,


Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d,


Crooked eclipses ’gainst his glory fight,


And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.


Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth


And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow,


Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth,


And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow:


   And yet to times in hope my verse shall stand,


   Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.
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I am amaz’d, methinks, and lose my way


Among the thorns and dangers of this world.


How easy dost thou take all England up!


From forth this morsel of dead royalty,


The life, the right and truth of all this realm


Is fled to heaven; and England now is left


To tug and scamble and to part by the teeth


The unow’d interest of proud swelling state.


Now for the bare-pick’d bone of majesty


Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest,


And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace:


Now powers from home and discontents at home


Meet in one line; and vast confusion waits, –


As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast, –


The imminent decay of wrested pomp.


Now happy he whose cloak and ceinture can


Hold out this tempest.
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Not marble, nor the gilded monuments


Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rime;


But you shall shine more bright in these contents


Than unswept stone, besmear’d with sluttish time.


When wasteful war shall statues overturn,


And broils root out of the work of masonry,


Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire shall burn


The living record of your memory.


’Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity


Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room


Even in the eyes of all posterity


That wear this world out to the ending doom.


   So, till the judgment that yourself arise,


   You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes.
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But I remember, when the fight was done,


When I was dry with rage and extreme toil,


Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword,


Came there a certain lord, neat, and trimly dress’d,


Fresh as a bridegroom; and his chin, new reap’d,


Show’d like a stubble-land at harvest-home:


He was perfumed like a milliner,


And ’twixt his finger and his thumb he held


A pouncet-box, which ever and anon


He gave his nose and took’t away again;


Who therewith angry, when it next came there,


Took it in snuff: and still he smil’d and talk’d;


And as the soldiers bore dead bodies by,


He call’d them untaught knaves, unmannerly,


To bring a slovenly unhandsome corpse


Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 


With many holiday and lady terms


He question’d me; among the rest, demanded


My prisoners in your majesty’s behalf.


I then all smarting with my wounds being cold,


To be so pester’d with a popinjay,


Out of my grief and my impatience


Answer’d neglectingly, I know not what,


He should, or he should not; for he made me mad


To see him shine so brisk and smell so sweet


And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman


Of guns, and drums, and wounds, – God save the mark! –


And telling me the sovereign’st thing on earth


Was parmaceti for an inward bruise;


And that it was great pity, so it was,


This villanous saltpetre should be digg’d


Out of the bowels of the harmless earth,


Which many a good tall fellow had destroy’d


So cowardly; and but for these vile guns,


He would himself have been a soldier.
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Petruchio is coming, in a new hat and an old jerkin; a pair of old breeches thrice turned; a pair of boots that have been candle-cases, one buckled, another laced; an old rusty sword ta’en out of the town-armoury, with a broken hilt, and chapeless; with two broken points: his horse hipped with an old mothy saddle and stirrups of no kindred; besides, possessed with the glanders and like to mose in the chine; troubled with the lampass, infected with the fashions, full of windgalls, sped with spavins, rayed with the yellows, past cure of the fives, stark spoiled with the staggers, begnawn with the bots, swayed in the back, and shoulder-shotten; near-legged before, and with a half-checked bit, and a head-stall of sheep’s leather, which, being restrained to keep him from stumbling, hath been often burst and now repaired with knots; one girth six times pieced, and a woman’s crupper of velure, which hath two letters for her name fairly set down in studs, and here and there pieced with pack-thread.
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                Now hear our English king;


For thus his royalty doth speak in me.


He is prepar’d; and reason too he should:


This apish and unmannerly approach,


This harness’d masque and unadvised revel,


This unhair’d sauciness and boyish troops,


The king doth smile at; and is well prepar’d


To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms,


From out the circle of his territories.


That hand which had the strength, even at your door,


to cudgel you and make you take the hatch;


To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells;


To crouch in litter of your stable planks;


To lie like pawns lock’d up in chests and trunks;


To hug with swine; to seek sweet safety out


In vaults and prisons; and to thrill and shake,


Even at the crying of your nation’s crow,


Thinking this voice an armed Englishman:


Shall that victorious hand be feebled here


That in your chambers gave you chastisement?


No! Know, the gallant monarch is in arms,


And like an eagle o’er his aiery towers,


To souse annoyance that comes near his nest.


And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts,


You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb


Of your dear mother England, blush for shame:


For your own ladies and pale-visag’d maids


Like Amazons come tripping after drums,


Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change, 


Their needles to lances, and their gentle hearts


To fierce and bloody inclination.
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That very time I saw, but thou couldst not,


Flying between the cold moon and the earth,


Cupid all arm’d: a certain aim he took


At a fair vestal throned by the west,


And loos’d his love-shaft smartly from his bow,


As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts;


But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft


Quench’d in the chaste beams of the wat’ry moon,


And the imperial votaress passed on,


In maiden meditation, fancy-free.


Yet mark’d I where the bolt of Cupid fell:


It fell upon a little western flower,


Before milk-white, now purple with love’s wound,


And maidens call it, Love-in-idleness.


Fetch me that flower; the herb I show’d thee once:


The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid


Will make or man or woman madly dote


Upon the next live creature that it sees.


Fetch me this herb.
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— Bless our poor virginity from underminers and blowers up! Is there no military policy, how virgins might blow up men?


— Virginity being blown down, man will quicklier be blown up: marry, in blowing him down again, with the breach yourselves made, you lose your city. It is not politic in the commonwealth of nature to preserve virginity. Loss of virginity is rational increase, and there was never virgin got till virginity was first lost. That you were made of is metal to make virgins. Virginity, by being once lost, may be ten times found: by being ever kept, it is ever lost. ’Tis too cold a companion: away with’t!


— I will stand for’t a little, though therefore I die a virgin.


— There’s little can be said in’t; ’tis against the rule of nature. To speak on the part of virginity is to accuse your mothers, which is most infallible disobedience. He that hangs himself is a virgin: virginity murders itself, and should be buried in highways, out of all sanctified limit, as a desperate offendress against nature. Virginity breeds mites, much like a cheese, consumes itself to the very paring, and so dies with feeding his own stomach. Besides, virginity is peevish, proud, idle, made of self-love, which is the most inhibited sin in the canon. Keep it not; you cannot choose but lose by’t! Out with’t! within the year it will make itself two, which is a goodly increase, and the principal itself not much the worse. Away with’t!


— How might one do, sir, to lose it to her own liking?


— Let me see: marry, ill, to like him that ne’er it likes. ’Tis a commodity that will lose the gloss with lying; the longer kept, the less worth: off with’t, while ’tis vendible; answer the time of request. Virginity, like an old courtier, wears her cap out of fashion; richly suited, but unsuitable: just like the brooch and the toothpick, which wear not now. Your date is better in your pie and your porridge than in your cheek: and your virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our French withered pears; it looks ill, it eats drily; marry, ’tis a withered pear; it was formerly better; marry, yet ’tis a withered pear. Will you anything with it?
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My tongue-tied Muse in manners holds her still,


Whilst comments of your praise, richly compil’d,


Deserve their character with golden quill,


And precious phrase by all the Muses fil’d.


I think good thoughts, while others write good words, 


And, like unletter’d clerk, still cry ‘Amen’


To every hymn that able spirit affords,


In polish’d form of well-refined pen.


Hearing you prais’d, I say, ‘’Tis so, ’tis true,’


And to the most of praise add something more;


But that is in my thought, whose love to you,


Though words come hindmost, holds his rank before.


   Then others for the breath of words respect,


   Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect.
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I cannot tell what you and other men


Think of this life; but, for my single self,


I had as lief not be as live to be


In awe of such a thing as I myself.


I was born free as Cæsar; so were you:


We both have fed as well, and we can both


Endure the winter’s cold as well as he:


For once, upon a raw and gusty day,


The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores,


Cæsar said to me, ‘Dar’st thou, Cassius, now


Leap in with me into this angry flood,


And swim to yonder point?’ Upon the word,


Accoutred as I was, I plunged in


And bade him follow; so, indeed he did.


The torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it


With lusty sinews, throwing it aside


And stemming it with hearts of controversy;


But ere we could arrive the point propos’d,


Cæsar cried, ‘Help me, Cassius, or I sink!’


I, as Æneas, our great ancestor,
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